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INTRODUCTION

WE may sometimes hear it said that the boys of this gener-
ation do not enjoy Marryat. There is a similar report that
they no longer take pleasure in Scott, Dumas, or Robinson
Crusoe. If the report is to be believed the only comment
to be made upon it is, so much the worse for the boys of
this generation, and so much the worse for them, too, when
they grow to be men. They are depriving themselves of a
great future pleasure, for there are few better ways of con-
tinuing to enjoy something of one’s youth than to be able
to return to what one delighted in, while it lasted, with the
same feelings. This repetition of a very old observation is
not made with any hope of persuading the boys of to-day to
be wise enough to enjoy what is for their good as well as
their pleasure. The lad who does not like Marryat, Dumas,
Defoe, or Scott of his own free will and mere notion, will
not be talked into wisdom, and must be left to his fate.
For Marryat’s sake, however, it is to be hoped that the story
is not true. He did not until towards the end of his life
write expressly for the young, though when he did he pro-
duced in Masterman Ready one of the best of his works;
but there is this amount of truth in the mistaken estimate
which classes him among the writers of boys’ books, that he
is best enjoyed by those who had the good fortune to begin
vii












INTRODUCTION

Indies. In 1813 he returned to the same station as
lieutenant of the Espicgle sloop, but was invalided home in
consequence of the breaking of a blood-vessel. It was an
accident to which he was liable owing to some constitutional
weakness. The following year, however, saw him in active
service on the North American station as lieutenant of the
Newcastle, which was engaged in chasing American cruisers
to no great purpose. Marryat has recorded in his pamphlet
on the Press, that she was not less than one hundred men
short of her proper complement, because the crew deserted
in detachments. His experience in this vessel made him
an enemy of the system of impressment, and in 1822 he
thought out a plan for replacing it by a species of modified
conscription. The pampbhlet is said, though not on very good
authority, to have offended William IV. It is not without
interest to the student of naval history, though the scheme it
contains was never seriously considered. With a very obvious
inconsistency Marryat, who begins by laying it down as an
undeniable proposition, that what made service in the navy
repugnant to the seamen was the fact that they were
compelled to enter, recommends the replacing of one
system of compulsion by another. He proposed to exempt
all apprentices from the Press during seven years instead of
the three for which they had hitherto been protected, and
in return to make them all liable to seven years’ service in
the navy. The abolition of compulsory apprenticeship in
the merchant service has deprived Marryat’s plan of
whatever practical value it ever had. We have not yet
solved the problem he discussed, which is this—How is
the country to obtain, when war breaks out, the great number
of men who will be required to put the navy on a war
footing, and keep it there? The brutal and unjust, but
withal effective power to impress, is lost in fact, though not
b xi












INTRODUCTION

Simple and Jacob Faithful belong to 1834. The Packa of
many Tales came next in 1835. No less than four works,
namely, Mr. Midshipman Easy, Japhet, The Pirate, and
The Three Cutters (these last two being published together),
appeared in 1836. In 1837 came Snarley-yow. Some
doubt still exists as to how far he can be said to be the
author of Rattlin the Reefer, which belongs to 1838. To
say that it is Marryat’s is an action which never fails to
excite angry contradiction from those who are interested in
the reputation of Mr. Howard. Marryat never claimed it;
nor do I think that internal evidence goes to show that it
can have been his in groundwork and general spirit. On
the other hand, this same test of internal evidence will, I am
confident, convince any one who has read, or attempted to
read, either Jack Ashore or The Old Commodore, of which
no man has ever attempted to deprive Mr. Howard, that
Rattlin the Reefer profited most materially by its author’s
conversations with Captain Marryat. To resume the list of
his undoubted works with their dates of publication. Z%e
Phantom Ship belongs to 1839, and the Diary in America
to the same year ; O/a Podrida (a collection of short articles
and stories) and Poor Jack to 1840, Masterman Ready and
The Poacher to 1841, Percival Keene to 1842, Monsieur
Violet to 1843, The Settlers in Canada to 1844, The Mission
to 1845, The Privateersman to 1846, The Children of the
New Forest to 1847. The Little Savage and Valerte, which
were neither wholly his, appeared after his death in 1848.
This makes a list of twenty-four books, of which twenty-two
were certainly entirely written by him in less than twenty
years. Nor was this the whole of his work, for during three
years (1832-1835) he edited the Metropolitan Magazine,
of which he was part proprietor. The time which he could
devote to literature was, to some extent at least, limited by
XV












INTRODUCTION

navy by one who had seen a little of it in his youth—that -/

.the officers were hardly human, and the men were fiends.
Sir Gilbert Elliot, the first Lord Minto, who spent some
months on Lord Hood’s flagship in the Mediterranean, and
saw much of the navy during the operations in Corsica,
found no want of humanity in the officers, and saw
nothing fiendish in the men. Discipline, high spirit, zeal,
readiness to tackle- the hardest work, and ingenuity in
adapting means to ends were what he saw, and he com-
pared them to the ‘high lounge’ of the military gentlemen
with whom he had to deal in Corsica, very much to the dis-
advantage of these latter. Sir Gilbert Elliot saw the
picked crew and officers of the flagship of one of the very
ablest of admirals. Nelson, too, was one of Hood’s captains,
and the whole squadron represented the best of the navy.
In his high place the rougher side of the life would be
hidden from Sir Gilbert, but his evidence at least shows
that the old barbarism was so far tamed that a Scotch
gentleman, in whom there was no want of fastidiousness
and ‘proper pride,” could prefer it to the army as a service
for his son. It is to be noted that Elliot judged by what
he saw himself, and does not appear to have been in any way
influenced in favour of the navy by remembering that his
uncle was the Captain Elliot of the .#olus who snuffed
out the French corsair Z%urof in 1760. What remained
of the navy as Smollett had seen it (and he, it must be
remembered, deliberately exaggerated for the sake of comic
effect) was enough to give a flavour and colour of its own
to the service.

Unquestionably it was of immense advantage to Marryat
that his experience enabled him to give a picture of the
English seamanhood of his time before it vanished for ever.
This, which Carlyle judged to be the mission of Smollett, |
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INTRODUCTION

Greek Romances. Marryat has done, not as well as some, /
but better than many. There is one person in the book
who is not of the common stock, and that is Aramathea
Judd, the young woman who masquerades as her aunt, the
prophetess come to life again. Her position is something
new, and her character promises much. Good judges have
been of opinion that there is more in her than any of the
characters which Marryat did not take from the sea; but
whether it was that he did not know what to do with her,
or that she frightened him, or that he feared to shock his
readers with her, Marryat drops Aramathea almost so soon
as he has taken her up, and with her disappears all that
could have distinguished Japket, in Search of a Father from
a regular picturesque novel.
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stand well in her good opinion, for I also ate a great deal,
and every extra mouthful I took I sank in her estimation, till
I was nearly at the zero, where Timothy had long been for
the same offence ; but Mr. Cophagus would not allow her to stint
him, saying, ¢Little boys must eat—or won’t grow—and so
on.’

I soon found out that we were not only well fed, but in
every other point well treated, and I was very comfortable and
happy. Mr. Brookes instructed me in the art of labelling and
tying up, and in a very short time I was very expert; and as
Timothy predicted, the rudiments were once more handed
over to him. Mr. Cophagus supplied me with good clothes,
but never gave me any pocket-money, and Timothy and I
often lamented that we had not even a halfpenny to spend.

Before I had been many months in the shop, Mr. Brookes
was able to leave when any exigence required his immediate
attendance. I made up the pills, but he weighed out the
quantities in the prescriptions ; if, therefore, any one came in
for medicines, I desired them to wait the return of Mr. Brookes,
who would be in very soon. One day, when Mr. Brookes was
out, and I was sitting behind the counter, Timothy sitting on
it, and swinging his legs to and fro, both lamenting that we
had no pocket money, Timothy said, ¢Japhet, I've been
puzzling my brains how we can get some money, and I've hit
it at last ; let you and I turn doctors; we won’t send all the
people away who come when Mr. Brookes is out, but we’ll
physic them ourselves.’

I jumped at the idea, and he had hardly proposed it, when
an old woman came in, and addressing Timothy, said, ¢ That
she wanted something for her poor grandchild’s sore throat.’

‘I don’t mix up the medicines, ma’am,” replied Timothy ;
‘you must apply to that gentleman, Mr. Newland, who is
behind the counter—he understands what is good for every-
body’s complaints.’

¢ Bless his handsome face—and so young too! Why, be
you a doctor, sir ?’

¢I should hope so,’ replied I; ¢what is it you require—a
lotion, or an embrocation ?’

¢I don’t understand those hard words, but I want some
doctor’s stuff.’

¢Very well, my good woman; I know what is proper,’
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struck with the fire and vigour of the remarks, which were
uttered in such a melodious tone.

Her visits, during a month, were frequent, and every time
did she press upon me a fee. Although not in love with her
person, I certainly felt very grateful, and moreover was
charmed with the superiority of her mind. We were now on
the most friendly and confiding terms. One evening she said
to me, ¢ Japhet, we have now been friends some time. Can I
trust you ?’

¢With your life, if it were necessary,’ replied I.

‘I believe it,’ said she. ¢Then can you leave the shop and
come to me to-morrow evening ?’

‘Yes, if you will send your maid for me, saying that you
are not well.’

‘I will, at eight o’clock. Farewell, then, till to-morrow.’

CHAPTER V

My vanity receives a desperate wound, but my heart remains unscathed—
An anomaly in woman, one who despises beauty.

THE next evening I left Timothy in charge, and repaired to
her house ; it was very respectable in outward appearance, as
well as its furniture. I was not, however, shown up into the
first floor, but into the room below.

¢Miss Judd will come directly, sir,’ said a tall, meagre,
puritanical-looking maid, shutting the door upon me. In a
few minutes, during which my pulse beat quick (for I could
not but expect some disclosure; whether it was to be one of
love or murder, I hardly knew which), Miss Aramathea Judd,
for such was her Christian name, made her appearance, and
sitting down on the sofa, requested me to take a seat by her.

¢Mr. Newland,’ said she, ‘I wish to—and I think I can
entrust you with a secret most important to me. Why I am
obliged to do it, you will perfectly comprehend when you have
heard my story. Tell me, are you attached to me ?’

This was a home question to a forward lad of sixteen. I
took her by the hand, and when I looked down on it, I felt as
if I was. I looked up into her face, and felt that I was not.

23
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tions, her trances, and her convulsions, and I was always
behind the scenes; she confided in me, and I may say that I
was her only confidant. You cannot, therefore, wonder at my
practising that deceit to which I have been brought up from
almost my infancy. In person I am the exact counterpart of
what my aunt was at my age, equally so in figure, although
my figure is now disguised to resemble that of a woman of
her age. I often had dressed myself in my aunt’s clothes,
put on her cap and front, and then the resemblance was very
striking. My aunt fell sick and died, but she promisedthe
disciples that she would reappear to them, and they believed
her. I did not. She was buried, and by many her return was
anxiously expected. It occurred to me about a week after-
wards that I might contrive to deccive them. I dressed in
my aunt’s clothes, I painted and disguised my face as you
have seen, and the deception was complete, even to myself, as
I surveyed my countenance in the glass. I boldly set off in
the evening to the tabernacle, which I knew they still frequented
—came into the midst of them, and they fell down and
worshipped me as a prophetess risen from the dead ; deceived,
indeed, by my appearance, but still more deceived by their
own credulity. For two years I have been omnipotent with
them ; but there is one difficulty which shakes the faith of the
new converts, and new converts I must have, Japhet, as the
old ones die, or I should not be able to fee my physician. It
is this : by habit I can almost throw myself into a stupor or a
convulsion, but to do that effectually, to be able to carry on
the deception for so long a time, and to undergo the severe
fatigue attending such violent exertion, it is necessary that I
have recourse to stimulants—do you understand ?’

‘I do,” replied I; ‘I have more than once thought you
under the influence of them towards the evening. I'm afraid
that you take more than is good for your health.’

‘Not more than I require for what I have to undergo to
keep up the faith of my disciples; but there are many who
waver, some who doubt, and I find that my movements are
watched. I cannot trust the woman in this house. I think
she is a spy set upon me, but I cannot remove her, as this
house, and all which it contains, are not mine, but belong to
the disciples in general. There is another woman, not far off,
who is my rival ; she calls me an impostor, and says that she
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appeared to move her resolution, and I left her, lamenting,
in the first place, that she had abjured love, because, notwith-
standing the orris root, which she kept in her mouth to take
away the smell of the spirits, I found myself very much taken
with such beauty of person, combined with so much vigour of
mind ; and in the second, that one so young should carry on
a system of deceit and self-destruction. When I rose to go
away she put five guineas in my hand to enable me to purchase
what she required. ¢Add to this one small favour,’ said I,
¢ Aramathea—allow me a kiss.’

¢A kiss,’ replied she, with scorn; ¢no, Japhet, look upon
me, for it is the last time you will behold my youth! look
upon me as a sepulchre, fair without but unsavory and rotten-
ness within. Let me do you a greater kindness, let me
awaken your dormant energies, and plant that ambition in
your soul, which may lead to all that is great and good—a
better path and more worthy of a man than the one which I
have partly chosen, and partly destiny has decided for me.
Look upon me as your friend ; although, perhaps, you truly
say, no friend unto myself. Farewell——remember that to-
morrow you will send the medicine which I require.’

I left her, and returned home : it was late. I went to bed,
and having disclosed as much to Timothy as I could safely
venture to do, I fell fast asleep, but her figure and her voice
haunted me in my dreams. At one time, she appeared before
me in her painted, enamelled face, and then the mask fell off]
and I fell at her feet to worship her extreme beauty ; then her
beauty would vanish, and she would appear an image of
loathsomeness and deformity, and I felt suffocated with the
atmosphere impregnated with the smell of liquor. I would
wake and compose myself again, glad to be rid of the horrid
dream, but again would she appear, with a hydra’s tail, like
Sin in Milton’s Paradise Lost, wind herself round me, her
beautiful face gradually changing into that of a skeleton. I
cried out with terror, and awoke to sleep no more, and effectu-
ally cured by my dream of the penchant which I felt towards
Miss Aramathea Judd.
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was to be found in those who portrayed the conflicts of heroes,
demigods, gods, angels, or books, to do adequate justice to
the mortal strife which took place between the lotions, potions,
draughts, pills, and embrocations. I must tell the story as
well as I can, leaving it as an outline for a future epic.

Burning with all the hate which infuriated the breasts of the
two houses of Capulet and Montagu, hate each day increasing
from years of ¢biting thumbs’ at each other, and yet no excuse
presenting itself for an affray, Timothy Oldmixon—for on such
an occasion it would be a sin to omit his whole designation—
Timothy Oldmixon, I say, burning with hate and eager with
haste, turning a corner of the street with his basket well filled
with medicines hanging on his left arm, encountered, equally
eager in his haste, and equally burning in his hate, the red-
haired Mercury of Mr. Ebenezer Pleggit. Great was the
concussion of the opposing baskets, dire was the crash of
many of the vials, and dreadful was the mingled odour of the
abominations which escaped, and poured through the wicker
interstices. Two ladies from Billingsgate, who were near,
indulging their rhetorical powers, stopped short. Two tom-
cats, who were on an adjacent roof, just fixing their eyes of
enmity, and about to fix their claws, turned their eyes to the
scene below. Two political antagonists stopped their noisy
arguments. Two dustmen ceased to ring their bells; and
two little urchins eating cherries from the crowns of their hats,
lost sight of their fruit, and stood aghast with fear. They
met, and met with such violence, that they each rebounded
many paces; but like stalwart knights, each kept his basket
and his feet. A few seconds to recover breath ; one withering,
fiery look from Timothy, returned by his antagonist, one flash
of the memory in each to tell them that they each had the Zz
on their side, and ¢Take that!’ was roared by Timothy,
planting a well-directed blow with his dexter and dexterous
hand upon the sinister and sinisterous eye of his opponent.
¢Take that!’ continued he, as his adversary reeled back;
‘take that, and be d—d to you, for running against a
gentleman.

He of the rubicund hair had retreated, because so violent
was the blow he could not help so doing, and we all must
yield to fate. But it was not from fear. Seizing a vile
potation that was labelled ¢To be taken immediately,’ and
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was small, much too small for the proposed expedition. I
became melancholy, indifferent to the business, and slovenly
in my appearance, when a circumstance occurred which put
an end to my further dispensing medicines, and left me a free
agent.

CHAPTER VII

Looking out for business not exactly minding your own business—The
loss of the scales occasions the loss of place to Timothy and me, who
when weighed in other scales were found wanting— We bundle off
with our bundles on.

IT happened one market-day that there was an over-driven,
infuriated beast, which was making sad havoc. Crowds of
people were running past our shop in one direction, and the
cries of ‘Mad bull!’ were re-echoed in every quarter. Mr.
Cophagus, who was in the shop, and to whom, as I have
before observed, a mad bull was a source of great profit, very
naturally looked out of the shop to ascertain whether the
animal was near to us. In most other countries, when people
hear of any danger, they generally avoid it by increasing their
distance ; but in England, it is too often the case, that they
are so fond of indulging their curiosity, that they run to the
danger. Mr. Cophagus, who perceived the people running
one way, naturally supposed, not being aware of the extreme
proximity of the animal, that the people were running to see
what was the matter, and turned his eyes in that direction,
walking out on the pavement that he might have a fairer view.
He was just observing, ¢ Can’t say—fear—um—rascal Pleggit
—close to him—get all the custom-—wounds—contusions—
and. > when the animal came suddenly round the corner
upon Mr. Cophagus, who had his eyes the other way, and
before he could escape, tossed him through his own shop
windows, and landed him on the counter. Not satisfied with
this, the beast followed him into the shop. Timothy and I
pulled Mr. Cophagus over towards us, and he dropped inside
the counter, where we also crouched, frightened out of our
wits. To our great horror the bull made one or two attempts
to leap the counter; but not succeeding, and being now

35













JAPHET, IN SEARCH OF A FATHER

¢‘And now, Japhet, what are you about to do?’ said
Timothy, as he descended into the shop.

¢To do,’ replied I; ‘I am about to leave you, which is the
only thing I am sorry for. I am going, Timothy, in search of
my father.’

¢ Well,’ replied Timothy, ‘I feel as you do, Japhet, that it
will be hard to part; and there is another thing on my mind
—which is, I am very sorry that the bull did not break the
rudimans (pointing to the iron mortar and pestle) ; had he had
but half the spite I have against it, he would not have left a
piece as big as a thimble. I’ve a great mind to have a smack
at it before I go.’

‘You will only injure Mr. Cophagus, for the mortar will
not then be paid for.’

‘Very true; and as he has just given me five guineas, I
will refrain from my just indignation. But now, Japhet, let
me speak to you. I don’t know how you feel, but I feel as if
I could not part with you. I do not want to go in search of
my father particularly. They say it’s a wise child that knows
its own father—but as there can be no doubt of my other
parent—if I can only hit upon her, I have a strong inclination
to go in search of my mother, and if you like my company,
why, I will go with you—always, my dear Japhet,’ continued
Tim, ‘keeping in my mind the great difference between a
person who has been fee’d as an M.D., and a lad who only
carries out his prescriptions.’

‘Do you really mean to say, Tim, that you will go with
me?’

‘Yes, to the énd of the world, Japhet, as your companion,
your friend, and your servant, if you require it. I love you,
Japhet, and I will serve you faithfully.’

¢My dear Tim, I am delighted ; now I am really happy:
we will have but one purse, and but one interest; if I find
good fortune, you shall share it.’

¢And if you meet with ill luck, I will share that too—so
the affair is settled—and as here comes Mr. Pleggit’s assistants
with only one pair of eyes between them, the sooner we pack
up the better.’

In half an hour all was ready; a bundle each, contained
our wardrobes. We descended from our attic, walked proudly
through the shop without making any observation, or taking
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¢Still I think we had better take a coach, Japhet, and here
is one coming. I always do take one when I carry out
medicines, to make up for the time I lose looking at the shops,
and playing peg in the ring.’ .

I now understood what Timothy meant, which was, to get
behind and have a ride for nothing. I consented to this
arrangement, and we got up behind one which was already
well filled inside. ¢The only difference between an inside
and outside passenger in a hackney coach is, that one pays,
and the other does not,’ said I, to Timothy, as we rolled along
at the act of parliament speed of four miles per hour.

¢ That depends upon circumstances : if we are found out, in
all probability we shall not only have our ride, but be paid
into the bargain.

¢ With the coachman’s whip, I presume ?’

¢Exactly.” And Timothy had hardly time to get the word
out of his mouth, when flac, flac, came the whip across our
eyes—a little envious wretch, with his shirt hanging out of his
trowsers, having called out Cut behind! Not wishing to have
our faces or our behinds cut any more, we hastily descended,
and reached the footpath, after having gained about three
miles on the road before we were discovered.

¢ That wasn’t a bad lift, Japhet, and as for the whip I never
mind that with corduroys. And ‘now, Japhet, I'll tell you
something ; we must get into a waggon, if we can find one
going down the road, as soon as it is dark.’

¢ But that will cost money, Tim.’

¢It’s economy, I tell you ; for a shilling, if you bargain, you
may ride the whole night, and if we stop at a public-house to
sleep, we shall have to pay for our beds, as well as be obliged
to order something to eat, and pay dearer for it than if we buy
what we want at cooks’ shops.’

¢ There is sense in what you say, Timothy; we will look
out for a waggon.’

¢Oh'! it’s no use now—waggons are like black beetles, not
only in shape but in habits, they only travel by night—at least
most of them do. We are now coming into long dirty Brent-
ford, and I don’t know how you feel, Japhet, but I find that
walking wonderfully increases the appetite—that’s another
reason why you should not walk when you can ride—for
nothing.’

41






JAPHET, IN SEARCH OF A FATHER

journey you know not whither. Birds seek their nests when
the night falls—beasts hasten to their lairs—man bolts his
door. “ Propria que maribus,” as Herodotus hath it ; which,
when translated, means, that ¢ Such is the nature of mankind.”
“ Tribuuntur mascula dicas,” “Tell me your troubles,” as
Homer says.’

I was very much surprised at this address—my knowledge
of the language told me immediately that the quotations were
out of the Latin grammar, and that all his lcarning was pre-
tence ; still there was a novelty of style which amused me, and
at the same time gave me an idea that the speaker was an un-
common personage. I gave Timothy a nudge, and then replied:

‘You have guessed right, most learned sir ; we are, as you
say, wanderers seeking our fortunes, and trust yet to find them
—still we have a weary journey before us. ¢ Haustus hord
somni sumendum,” as Aristotle hath it ; which I need not
translate to so learned a person as yourself.’

¢ Nay, indeed, there is no occasion; yet am I pleased to
meet with one who hath scholarship,” replied the other.
¢ Have you also a knowledge of the Greek ?’

¢No, I pretend not to Greek.’

‘It is a pity that thou hast it not, for thou wouldst delight
to commune with the ancients. Esculapius hath these words
—¢ Askolder—offmotton accapon—pasti—rvenison,” —which I
will translate for thee—¢ We often find what we seek when we
least expect it.” May it be so with you, my friend. Where
have you been educated ? and what has been your profession?’

I thought I risked little in telling, so I replied, that I had
been brought up as a surgeon and apothecary, and had been
educated at a foundation school.

“'Tis well,” replied he; ‘you have then commenced your
studies in my glorious profession ; still, have you much to
learn ; years of toil, under a great master, can only enable
you to benefit mankind as I have done, and years of hardship
and of danger must be added thereunto, to afford you the
means. There are many hidden secrets. ¢ U? sunt Divorum,
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, Virorum,”—many parts of the globe
to traverse, “ U¢ Cato, Virgilius, fluviorum, ut Tibris, Orontes.”
All these have I visited, and many more. Even now do I
journey to obtain more of my invaluable medicine, gathered
on the highest Andes, when the moon is in her perigee.
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CHAPTER IX

In which the adventures in the waggon are continued, and we become
more puzzled with our new companions—We leave off talking Latin,
and enter into an engagement.

TIMOTHY and I took his advice, and were soon fast asleep.
I was awakened the next morning by feeling a hand in my
trowsers pocket. I seized it, and held it fast.

‘Now just let go my hand, will you?’ cried a lachrymal
voice.

I jumped up—it was broad daylight, and looked at the
human frame to which the hand was an appendix. It was a
very spare, awkwardly-built form of a young man, apparently
about twenty years old, but without the least sign of manhood
on his chin. His face was cadaverous, with large goggling
eyes, high cheek-bones, hair long and ragged, reminding me
of a rat’s nest, thin lips, and ears large almost as an elephant’s.
A more woe-begone wretch in appearance I never beheld, and
I continued to look at him with surprise. He repeated his
words with an idiotical expression, ¢ Just let go my hand, can’t
you?’

¢What business had your hand in my pocket ?’ replied I,
angrily.

‘I was feeling for my pocket handkerchief,’ replied the
young man. ‘I always keeps it in my breeches pocket.’

¢But not in your neighbour’s, I presume ?’

¢ My neighbour’s !’ replied he, with a vacant stare. ¢Well,
s0 it is, I see now—I thought it was my own.’

I released his hand; he immediately put it into his own
pocket, and drew out his handkerchief, if the rag deserved the
appellation.

¢There,” said he, ‘I told you I put it in that pocket—I
always do.’

¢And pray who are you ?’ said I, as I looked at his dress,
which was a pair of loose white Turkish trowsers, and an old
spangled jacket.

‘Me! why, I'm the fool.’
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CHAPTER X

In which the reader is introduced to several new acquaintances, and all
connected with them, except birth and parentage, which appears to
be the one thing wanting throughout the whole of this work.

By this time we had arrived at the lime-kiln to which we had
been directed, and we sat down on our bundles, chatting for
about five minutes, when our new acquaintance made his
appearance, with something in his hand, tied up in a
handkerchief.

¢You may as well put your coats into your bundles, and
put on these frocks,’” said he; ¢you will appear better among
us, and be better received, for there is a gatkering now, and
some of them are queer customers. However, you have
nothing to fear ; when once you are with my wife and me, you
are quite safe; her little finger would protect you from five
hundred.’ ’

¢Your wife! who, then, is she?’ inquired I, as I put my
head through the smock frock.

¢She is a great personage among the gipsies. She is, by
descent, one of the heads of the tribe, and none dare to
disobey her.’

¢And you—are you a gipsy ?’

¢No, and yes. By birth I am not, but by choice, and
marriage, I am admitted ; but I was not born under a hedge,
I can assure you, although I very often pass a night there
now—that is, when I am domestic ; but do not think that you
are to remain long here; we shall leave in a few days, and
may not meet the tribe again for months, although you may
see my own family occasionally. I did not ask you to join
me to pass a gipsy’s life—no, no, we must be stirring and
active. Comme, we are now close to them. Do not speak as
you pass the huts, until you have entered mine. Then you
may do as you please.’

We turned short round, passed through a gap in the hedge,
and found ourselves on a small retired piece of common,
which was studded with about twenty or thirty low gipsy huts,
The fires were alight and provisions apparently cooking. We
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And now, having described all our new companions, ‘I
must narrate what passed between Melchior and me, the day
after our joining the camp. He first ran through his various
professions, pointing out to me that as juggler he required a
confederate, in which capacity I might be very useful, as he
would soon instruct me in all his tricks. As a quack doctor
he wanted the services of both Tim and myself in mixing up,
making pills, etc., and also in assisting him in persuading the
public of his great skill. As a fortune-teller, I should also be
of great service, as he would explain to me hereafter. In
short, he wanted a person of good personal appearance and
education, in whom he might confide in every way. As to
Tim, he might be made useful, if he chose, in various ways ;
amongst others, he wished him to learn tumbling and playing
the fool, when, at times, the fool was required to give a
shrewd answer on any point on which he would wish the
public to be made acquainted. I agreed to my own part of
the performance, and then had some conversation with
Timothy, who immediately consented to do his best in what
was allotted as his share. Thus was the matter quickly
arranged, Melchior observing, that he had said nothing about
remuneration, as I should find that trusting to him was far
preferable to stipulated wages.

CHAPTER XI

‘Whatever may be the opinion of the reader, he cannot assert that we
are no conjurers—We suit our wares to our customers, and our profits
are considerable,

WE had been three days in the camp when the gathering was
broken up, each gang taking their own way. What the
meeting was about I could not exactly discover : one occasion
of it was to make arrangements relative to the different
counties in which the subdivisions were to sojourn during the
next year, so that they might know where to communicate
with each other, and, at the same time, not interfere by being
too near; but there were many other points discussed, of
which, as a stranger, I was kept in ignorance. Melchior
answered all my questions with -apparent candour, but his
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Timothy and me, but also new dresses for the rest of the
company ; and shortly afterwards, bidding farewell to Nattée
and the rest of the gipsies, we all set out—that is, Melchior,
I, Timothy, Fleta, Num, and Jumbo. Late in the evening we
arrived at the little town of , and took up our quarters at
a public-house, with the landlord of which Melchior had
already made arrangements.

¢Well, Timothy,’ said I, as soon as we were in bed, ‘how
do you like our new life and prospects ?’

‘I like it better than Mr. Cophagus’s rudimans, and
carrying out physic, at all events. But how dees your dignity
like turning Merry Andrew, Japhet ?’

¢To tell you the truth, I do not dislike it. There is a
wildness and a devil-may-care feeling connected with it which
is grateful to me at present. How long it may last I cannot
tell; but for a year or two it appears to me that we may be
very happy. At all events, we shall see the world, and have
more than one profession to fall back upon.’

¢That is true; but there is one thing that annoys me,
Japhet, which is, we may have difficulty in leaving these
people when we wish. Besides, you forget that you are losing
sight of the principal object you had in view, that is, of
¢ finding out your father.”’

¢I certainly never expect to find him among the gipsies,’
replied I, ¢for children are at a premium with them. They
steal from others, and are not very likely therefore to leave
them at the Foundling. But I do not know whether I have
not as good a chance in our present employment as in any
other. I have often been thinking that as fortune-tellers we
may get hold of many strange secrets ; however, we shall see.
Melchior says, that he intends to appear in that character as
soon as he has made a harvest in his present one.’

¢What do you think of Melchior, now that you have been
so much with him ??

‘I think him an unprincipled man, but still with many
good qualities. He appears to have a pleasure in deceit, and
to have waged war with the world in general. Still he is
generous, and, to a certain degree, confiding ; kind in his dis-
position, and apparently a very good husband. There is
something on his mind which weighs him down occasionally,
and checks him in the height of his mirth. It comes over

59







JAPHET, IN SEARCH OF A FATHER

little Fleta, who appeared to shrink at the display from
intuitive modesty. When the music ceased, a smart parley
between Melchior and me, and Philotas and Timothy, as the
two fools, would take place ; and Melchior declared, after the
performance was over, that we conducted ourselves to admira-
tion.

¢Pray, Mr. Philotas, do me the favour to tell me how
many people you think are now present?’ said Melchior to
Num, in an imperative voice.

‘I don’t know,” said Num, looking up with his idiotical,
melancholy face.

‘Ha! ha! ha!’ roared the crowd at Num’s stupid answer.

¢ The fellow’s a fool !’ said Melchior, to the gaping audience.

¢Well, then, if he can’t tell, perhaps you may, Mr.
Dionysius,’ said I, addressing Tim.

¢‘How many, sir? Do you want to know exactly and
directly ?°’

¢Yes, sir, immediately.’

¢ Without counting, sir ?’

¢Yes, sir, without counting.’

¢Well then, sir, I will tell, and make no mistake ; there’s
exactly as many again as half?

‘Ha! ha! ha!’ from the crowd.

¢That won’t do, sir. How many may be the half?’

¢How many may be the half? Do you know yourself,
sir ?’

‘Yes, sir, to be sure I do.

¢ Then there’s no occasion for me to tell you.’

‘Ha! hal ha!’

¢Well then, sir,” continued Melchior to Philotas, ¢ perhaps
you'll tell how many ladies and gentlemen we may expect to
honour us with their company to-night.’

‘How many, sir?’

‘Yes, sir, how many.’

‘I’m sure I don’t know,’” said Num, after a pause.

¢ Positively you are the greatest fool I ever met with,’ said
Melchior.

¢ Well, he does act the fool as natural as life,” observed the
crowd. ¢What a stupid face he does put on!’

¢Perhaps you will be able to answer that question, Mr.
Dionysius,’ said I to Tim.
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money freely—she required it; and it may be put as a set-off
against my usual system of fraud, or it may not—at all events,
I pleased myself.’

¢ But you told her that her son was alive.’

¢Very true, and he may be dead; but is it not well to
comfort her—even for a short time, to relieve that suspense
which is worse than the actual knowledge of his death?
Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof.

It would almost have appeared that this good action of
Melchior met with its reward, for the astonishment of the
widow at finding the gold in her reticule—her narrative of
what passed, and her assertion (which she firmly believed to
be true), that she had never left her reticule out of her hand,
and that Melchior had only touched it with his wand, raised
his reputation to that degree, that nothing else was talked
about throughout the town, and, to crown all, the next day’s
post brought her a letter and remittances from her son ; and
the grateful woman returned, and laid ten guineas on the
black cloth, showering a thousand blessings upon Melchior,
and almost worshipped him as a supernatural being. This
was a most fortunate occurrence, and, as Melchior prophesied,
the harvest did now commence. In four days we had received
upwards of 4200, and we then thought it time that we should
depart. The letters arrived, which were expected ; and when
we set on in a chaise and four, the crowd to see us was so
great, that it was with difficulty we could pass through it.

CHAPTER XIV

In which Melchior talks very much like an astrologer, and Tim and I
return to our old trade of making up innocent prescriptions.

WE had taken our horses for the next town ; but as soon as
we were fairly on the road, I stopped the boys, and told them
that the Great Aristodemus intended to observe the planets
and stars that night, and that they were to proceed to a
common which I mentioned. The post-boys, who were well
aware of his fame, and as fully persuaded of it as everybody
else, drove to the common; we descended, took off the
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serfs, and are not instructed ; but with—if I may use the
expression—the aristocracy of them it is very different, and
their creed I have adopted.’

¢I should wish to hear their creed,’ replied I.

¢Hear it then. Original sin commenced in heaven—when
the angels rebelled against their God—not on earth.’

¢I will grant that sin originated first in heaven.’

‘Do you think that a great, a good God, ever created any
being for its destruction and eternal misery, much less an
angel? Did he not foresee their rebellion ?°’

‘I grant it’

¢ This world was not peopled with the image of God until
after the fall of the angels: it had its living beings, its
monsters perhaps, but not a race of men with eternal souls.
But it was peopled, as we see it now is, to enable the legions
of angels who fell to return to their former happy state—as a
pilgrimage by which they might obtain their pardons, and
resume their seats in heaven. Not a child is born, but the
soul of some fallen cherub enters into the body to work out
its salvation. Many do, many do not, and then they have
their task to recommence anew ; for the spirit once created is
immortal, and cannot be destroyed ; and the Almighty is all
goodness, and would ever pardon.’

¢Then you suppose there is no such thing as eternal
punishment ?’

¢Eternal |-—no. Punishment there is, but not' eternal.
When the legions of angels fell, some were not so perverse as
others: they soon re-obtained their seats, even when, as
children, having passed through the slight ordeal, they have
been summoned back to heaven; but others who, from their
infancy, show how bad were their natures, have many pilgrim-
ages to perform before they can be purified. This is, in itself,
a punishment. What other punishment they incur between
their pilgrimages we know not; but this is certain, that no
one was created to be punished eternally.’

¢But all this is but assertion,’ replied I; ¢where are your
proofs 2’

¢In the Bible ; some day or other I will show them to you ;
but now we are at the camp, and I am anxious to embrace
Nattée.’

I thought for some time upon this singular creed ; one, in
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¢Well, I do think we shall have some fun; but I hope
Melchior won’t make me take my own pills to prove their
good qualities—that will be no joke.

¢Oh no, Num is kept on purpose for that. What else is the
fool good for ?’

The next week was employed as we anticipated. Boxes of
pills of every size, neatly labelled, bottles of various mixtures,
chiefly stimulants, were corked and packed up. Powders of
anything were put in papers; but, at all events, there was
nothing hurtful in them. All was ready, and accompanied by
Num (Jumbo and Fleta being left at home) we set off,
Melchior assuming the dress in which we had first met him in
the waggon, and altering his appearance so completely, that
he would have been taken for at least sixty years old. We
now travelled on foot with our dresses in bundles, each carrying
his own, except Num, who was loaded like a pack-horse, and
made sore lamentations : ¢ Can’t you carry some of this ?’

¢No,” replied I, ‘it is your own luggage ; every one must
carry his own.’

‘Well, I never felt my spangled dress so heavy before.
Where are we going ?’

¢Only a little way,” replied Timothy, ‘and then you will
have nothing more to do.’

¢I don’t know that. When master puts on that dress, I
have to swallow little things till I’'m sick.’

¢It’s all good for your health, Num.’

‘I'm very well, I thank’e,) replied the poor fellow; ¢but
I’m very hot and very tired.

CHAPTER XV

In which Timothy makes a grand speech, quite as true as those delivered
from the hustings— Melchior, like the candidate, states his pre-
tensions for public favour, and the public, as usual, swallow the
bait.

FORTUNATELY for poor Num, we were not far from the
market town at which we intended to open our campaign,
which we did the next morning by Num and Timeothy sallying
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also, as well as the roads, had changed much for the worse.
Cultivation was not so great, the roads were mountainous,
and civilisation generally disappeared. It was nearly dark
when I arrived at the last post, from whence I was to take
horses to Mount Castle. As usual, the chaise also was to be
changed ; and I could not help observing that each change
was from bad to worse. Rope harness was used, and the
vehicles themselves were of the most crazy condition. Still I
had travelled very fairly ; for an Irish postilion knows how to
make an Irish horse go a very fair pace. I descended from
the chaise, and ordered another out immediately. To this
there was no reply, except, ‘ Wait, your honour; step in a
moment, and rest from your fatigue a little’ Presuming this
was merely to give them time to get ready, I walked into the
room of the inn, which indeed was very little better than a
hovel, and sat down by the turf fire in company with some
others, whom I could hardly distinguish for smoke. I paid
the chaise and postilion, and soon afterwards heard it drive
off, on its way back. After a few minutes I inquired if the
chaise was getting ready.

¢Is it the chaise your honour means ?’ said the landlady.

‘Yes,’ replied I ; ¢a chaise on to Mount Castle.’

‘Then I am sorry that your honour must wait a little; for
our chaise, and the only one which we have, is gone to the
castle, and won’t be back till long after the moon is up.
What will your honour please to take ?’

¢Not back till moonlight!’ replied I; ¢‘why did you not
say so? and I would have gone on with the other.’

¢Is it with the other you mane, your honour? Then if
Teddy Driscoll could make his horses go one step farther than
our door, may I never have a soul to be saved. Will your
honour please to sit in the little room ? Kathleen shall light
a fire’

Vexed as I was with the idea of passing the night in this
horrid place, there was no help for it; so I took up my
portmanteau, and followed the landlady to a small room, if it
deserved the appellation, which had been built after the
cottage, and a door broken through the wall into it. Ceiling
there was none; it had only lean-to rafters, with tiles over-
head. I took a seat on the only stool that was in the room,
and leant my elbow on the table in no very pleasant humour,
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O’Tooles are here, and I’ve an idea they mean no good ; for
they sit with all their heads together, whispering to each
other, and all their shillelaghs by their sides.’

¢ Tell me, Kathleen, was the daughter of Sir William a
fair-haired, blue-eyed girl ?’

¢ To be sure she was,’ replied Kathleen, ¢and like a little
mountain fairy.’

¢ Now, Kathleen, tell me if you recollect if the little girl or
her mother ever wore a necklace of red beads mixed with
gold.’

¢ Yes, that my lady did ; and it was on the child’s neck
when it was lost, and when the body was found it was not
with it. Well I recollect that, for my mother said the child
must have been drowned or murdered for the sake of the gold
beads.’

¢ Then you have proved all I wished, Kathleen ; and now I
tell you that this little girl is alive, and that I can produce the
necklace which was lost with her ; and more, that she was
taken away by Sir Henry himself’

¢ Merciful Jesus !’ replied Kathleen; ¢the dear little child
that we cried over so much.’

¢ But now, Kathleen, I have told you this, to prove to you
that I am not what M‘Dermott has asserted, no doubt, with
the intention that my brains shall be knocked out this night.’

¢ And so they will, sure enough,’ replied Kathleen, ‘if you
do not escape.’

¢ But how am I to escape ? and will you assist me ?’ And
I laid down on the table ten guineas from my purse. ¢ Take
that, Kathleen, and it will help you and Corny. Now will
you assist me ?’

¢ It’s Corny that will be the first to knock your brains out,’
replied Kathleen, ‘unless I can stop him. I must go now,
and I’ll see what can be done.

Kathleen would have departed without touching the gold ;
but I caught her by the wrist, collected it, and put it into her
hand. ¢ That’s not like a tithe-proctor, at all events,’ replied
Kathleen ; ‘but my heart aches and my head swims, and
what’s to be done I know not’ So saying, Kathleen quitted
the room.

¢Well, thought I, after she had left the room, ‘at all
events, I have not been on a wrong scent this time. Kath-
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light out, and do you get into bed, sir, with your clothes on.’
They led me to a.small bed-room, a miserable affair ; but in
that part of the country considered respectable. ¢Lie down
there,” said the mother, ‘and wait till we call you’ They
took the light away, and left me to my myself and my own
reflections, which were anything but pleasant. I lay awake,”
it might be for two hours, when I heard the sound of feet,
and then a whispering under the window, and shortly after-
wards a loud knocking at the door, which they were attempt-
ing to burst open. Every moment I expected that it would
yield to the violence which was made use of, when the
mother came down half dressed, with a light in her hand,
hastened to me, and desired me to follow her. I did so, and
before she left my room, she threw the window wide open.
She led me up a sort of half-stairs, half-ladder, to a small
room, where I found Kathleen sitting up in her bed, and
half-dressed. ¢ O mother ! mother !’ cried Kathleen.

‘I bid ye do it, child,’ replied the mother, desiring me to
creep into her daughter’s bed, and cover myself up on the
side next the wall.

¢ Let me put on more clothes, mother.’

¢ No, no, if you do, they will suspect, and will not hesitate
to search. Your mother bids you.’

The poor girl was burning with shame and confusion.

¢ Nay,’ replied I, ¢if Kathleen does not wish it, I will not
buy my safety at the expense of her feelings.’

‘Yes, yes,’ replied Kathleen, ‘I don’t mind now ; those
words of yours are sufficient. Come in, quick.’

CHAPTER XLV

Petticoat interest prevails, and I escape; but I put my head into the
lion’s den.

THERE was no time for apology, and stepping over Kathleen,
I buried myself under the clothes by her side. The mother
then hastened downstairs, and arrived at the door just as they
had succeeded in forcing it open, when in pounced a dozen
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you affront her by supposing that a maiden girl has a tithe-
proctor in bed with her? D’ye think that ye’ll ever have the
mother’s consent or blessing ?’

¢ No one goes into Kathleen’s room,’ cried Corny O’Toole,
roused by the sarcasms of Mrs. M‘Shane.

‘Yes, Corny,’ replied Mrs. M‘Shane, ‘it’s not for a woman
like me to be suspected, at all events; so you, and you only,
shall go into the room, if that will content ye, Mr. Jerry
O’Toole.’

‘Yes!’ replied the party, and Mrs. M‘Shane opened the
door,

Kathleen rose up on her elbow, holding the bed-clothes up
to her throat, and looking at them, as they entered, said, ‘O
Corny ! Corny! this to me ?’

Corny never thought of looking for anybody, his eyes were
riveted upon his sweetheart. ¢Murder, Kathleen, is it my
fault? Jerry will have it.

¢ Are you satisfied, Corny ?’ said Mrs. M‘Shane.

¢ Sure enough I was satisfied before I came in, that Kath-
leen would not have any one in her bed-room,’ replied Corny.

¢Then good-night, Corny, and it’s to-morrow that I’ll talk
with ye,’ replied Kathleen.

Mrs. M‘Shane then walked out of the room, expecting
Corny to follow; but he could not restrain himself, and he
came to the bed-side. Fearful that if he put his arms round
her, he would feel me, Kathleen raised herself, and allowed
him to embrace her. Fortunately the light was not in the
room, or I should have been discovered, as in so doing she
threw the clothes off my head and shoulders. She then
pushed back Corny from her, and he left the room, shutting
the door after him. The party descended the ladder, and as
soon as Kathleen perceived that they were all down, she sprang
out of bed and ran into her mother’s room. Soon after I
heard them depart. Mrs. M‘Shane made fast the door, and
came upstairs. She first went to her own room, where poor
Kathleen was crying bitterly from shame and excitement. I
had got up when she came into Kathleen’s room for her
clothes, and, in about five minutes, they returned together. I
was sitting on the side of the bed when they came in: the
poor girl coloured up when our eyes met. ¢Kathleen,’ said I,
‘you have, in all probability, saved my life, and I.cannot
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as I thought, the high road to E , but I made a sad mis-
take ; and puzzled by the utter darkness and turnings, I took,
on the contrary, the road to Mount Castle. As soon as I was
clear of the houses and the enclosure, there was more light,
and I could distinguish the road. I had proceeded about four
or five miles, when I heard the sound of horses’ hoofs, and
shortly afterwards two men rode by me. I inquired if that
was the way to E A pause ensued, and a whisper.
¢ All’s right !’ replied a deep voice. I continued my way, glad
to find that I had not mistaken it, and cogitating as to what
must be the purpose of two men being out at such an hour.
About ten minutes afterwards I thought I again heard the
sound of horses’ feet, and it then occurred to me that they
must be highwaymen, who had returned to rob me. I cocked
my pistols, determined to sell my life as dearly as I could, and
awaited their coming up with anxiety; but they appeared to
keep at the same distance, as the sound did not increase.
After half an hour I came to two roads, and was undecided
which to take. I stopped and listened—the steps of the
horses were no longer to be heard. I looked round me to
ascertain if I could recognise any object so as to decide me,
but I could not. I took the road to the left, and proceeded,
until I arrived at a brook which crossed the road. There was
no bridge, and it was too dark to perceive the stepping-stones.
I had just waded about half-way across, when I received a
blow on the head from behind, which staggered me. I turned
round, but before I could see my assailant, a second blow laid
me senseless in the water.

CHAPTER XLVI

Under ground, but not yet dead and buried—The prospect anything but
pleasant.

WHEN my recollection returned I found myself in the dark,
but where, I knew not. My head ached, and my brain
reeled. I sat up for a moment to collect my senses, but the
effort was too painful—I fell back, and remained in a state of
half-stupor.  Gradually I recovered, and again sat up. I
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I could only say that she was well, he was not satisfied, for
family reasons now make him very anxious that she should
return to him; and, indeed, it will be for her advantage, as
she will in all probability be his heir, for he has satisfactorily
proved that she is a near relative.’

¢Grant all that, Melchior ; but why did not Sir Henry de
Clare write to me on the subject, and state his wishes, and
his right to demand his relative ? and why does he treat me
in this way? Another question—how is it that he has
recognised me to be the party who has charge of the little
girl? Answer me those questions, Melchior, and then I may
talk over the matter.’

¢I will answer the last question first. He knew your name
from me, and it so happened, that a friend of his met you in
the coach as you were coming to Ireland: the same person
also saw you at the post-house, and gave information. Sir
Henry, who is a violent man, and here has almost regal sway,
determined to detain you till you surrendered up the child.
You recollect, that you refused to tell his agent, the person
whose address I gave you, where she was to be found, and,
vexed at this, he has taken the law into his own hands.’

¢For which he shall smart, one of these days,’ replied I,
¢if there is law in this country.’

¢There is a law in England, but very little, and none that
will harm Sir Henry in this part of the country. No officer
would venture within five miles of the castle, I can assure
you ; for he knows very well that it would cost him his life ;
and Sir Henry never quits it from one year’s end to the other.
You are in his power, and all that he requires is information
where the child may  be found, and an order for her being
delivered to him. You cannot object to this, as he is her
nearest relative. If you comply, I do not doubt but Sir
Henry will make you full amends for this harsh treatment,
and prove a sincere friend ever afterwards.’

¢It requires consideration,’ replied I; ‘at present, I am
too much hurt to talk.’

¢I was afraid so,” replied Melchior; ¢that was one reason
why I obtained leave to speak to you. Wait a moment.’

Melchior then put the candle down on the ground, went out,
and turned the key. I found, on looking round, that I was right
in my conjectures. I was in a cellar, which, apparently, had

Q 325






JAPHET, IN SEARCH OF A FATHER

a question or two. How came you here? where is Nattée,
and how is it, that, after leaving the camp, I find you so
reduced in circumstances as to be serving such a man as Sir
Henry de Clare ?’

¢A few words will explain that,’ replied he. ¢In my early
days I was wild, and I am, to tell you the truth, in the power
of this man; nay, I will tell you honestly, my life is in his
power : he ordered me to come, and I dare not disobey him
—and he retains me here.’

¢And Nattée ?’

¢Is quite well, and with me, but not very happy in her
present situation ; but he is a dangerous, violent, implacable
man, and I dare not disobey him. I advise you, as a friend,
to consent to his wishes.’

¢That requires some deliberation,” replied I, ‘and I am
not one of those who are to be driven. My feelings towards
Sir Henry, after this treatment, are not the most amicable ;
besides, how am I to know that Fleta is his relative ?’

¢Well, I can say no more, Japhet. I wish you well out
of his hands.’

‘You have the power to help me, if that is the case,
said I.

¢1 dare not.’

¢Then you are not the Melchior that you used to be,’
replied I.

‘We must submit to fate. I must not stay longer; you
will find all that you want in the basket, and more candles,
if you do not like being in the dark. I do not think I shall
be permitted to come again, till to-morrow.’

Melchior then went out, locked the door after him, and
I was left to my meditations.

CHAPTER XLVII

A friend in need is a friend indeed—The tables are turned, and so is
the key—The issue is deep tragedy.

Was it possible that which Melchior said was true? A little
reflection told me that it was all false, and that he was
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to tie round her neck. When the nurse returned, the child
had disappeared” Lady de Clare put her handkerchief up to
her eyes.

¢ Where did you find her afterwards ?’

¢ It was not until three weeks afterwards that her body was
found in a pond about a quarter of a mile off.’

¢Did the nurse not seek her when she discovered that she
was not in the garden ?’

¢She did, and immediately ran in that direction. It is
quite strange that the child could have got so far without the
nurse perceiving her.

¢How long is it ago ?’

¢It is now nine years.’

¢And the age of the child at the time ?’

¢ About six years old.’

¢I think, Newland, you may now speak to Lady de Clare.’

¢ Lady de Clare, have you not a pair of earrings of coral
and gold of very remarkable workmanship ?’

¢I have, sir,’ replied she, with surprise.

¢ Had you not a necklace of the same? and if so, will you
do me the favour to examine this ?’ I presented the neck-
lace.

¢ Merciful heaven!’ cried Lady de Clare, ‘it is the very
necklace !—it was on my poor Cecilia when she was drowned,
and it was not found with the body. How came it into your
possession, sir? At one time, continued Lady de Clare,
weeping, ‘I thought that it was possible that the temptation
of the necklace, which has a great deal of gold in it, must, as
it was not found on her corpse, have been an inducement for
the gipsies, who were in the neighbourhood, to drown her;
but Sir William would not believe it, rather supposing that in

. her struggles in the water she must have broken it, and that

it had thus been detached from her neck. ‘Is it to return this
unfortunate necklace that you have come here ?’

¢ No, madam, not altogether. Had you two white ponies
at the time ?’

‘Yes, sir.’

¢Was there a mulberry tree in the garden ?’

¢Yes, sir,’ replied the astonished lady.

¢Will you do me the favour to describe the appearance of
your child as she was at the time that you lost her ?’
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¢Where, then, are your rules ?’

¢ Simply these two. The first is not difficult to adhere to:
I make a rule never to lose but a certain sum if I am unlucky
when I commence—say twenty stakes, whatever may be the
amount of the stake that you play. This rule is easily
adhered to, by not taking more money with you; and I am
not one of those to whom the croupier or porters will lend
money. The second rule is the most difficult, and decides
whether you are a gambler or not. I make a rule always to
leave off when I have won a certain sum—or even before, if
the chances of my game fluctuate. There is the difficulty: it
appears very foolish not to follow up luck; but the fact is,
fortune is so capricious, that if you trust her more than an
hour, she will desert you. This is my mode of play, and with
me it answers; but it does not follow that it would answer
with another. But it is very late, or rather, very early—I
wish you a good-night.’

CHAPTER LIII

Become principal instead of second in a duel, and risk my own and
another’'s life, my own and others’ happiness and peace of mind,
because I have been punished as I deserved.

AFTER Captain Atkinson had left me, I stated to Timothy
what had passed. ¢And do you think you will have to fight
a duel, sir?’ cried Timothy with alarm.

¢ There is no doubt of it,” replied I.

‘You will never find your father, sir, if you go on this way,’
said Timothy, as if to divert my attention from such a purpose.

¢Not in this world, perhaps, Tim ; perhaps I may be sent
the right road by a bullet, and find him in the next.’

‘Do you think your father, if dead, has gone to heaven ?’

<I hope so, Timothy.’

¢ Then what chance have you of meeting him, if you go out
of the world attempting the life of your old friend 2’

¢That is what you call a poser, my dear Timothy, but I
cannot help myself: this I can safely say, that I have no
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me. [ stole his bundle and his stick, which he left on the
bench, and that’s how they were found in our possession.
Now you have the truth, and you may either acknowledge
that there is little justice, by eating your own words, and let-
ting him free, or you may hang him, rather than acknowledge
that you are wrong. At all events, his blood will now be on
your hands, and not mine. If Phill Maddox had not turned
tail, like a coward, I should not have been here ; so I tell the
truth to save him who was doing me a kind act, and to let
him swing who left me in the lurch.’

The judge desired that this statement might be taken down,
that further inquiry might be made, intimating to the jury that
I should be respited for the present ; but of all this I was ignor-
ant. As there was no placing confidence in the assertions of
such a man as Ogle, it was considered necessary that he
should repeat his assertions at the last hour of his existence,
and the gaoler was ordered not to state what had passed to
me, as he might excite false hopes.

When I recovered from my fit, I found myself in the
gaoler’s parlour, and as soon as I was able to walk, I was
locked up in a condemned cell. The execution had been
ordered to take place on the Thursday, and I had two days to
prepare. In the meantime, the greatest.interest had been
excited with regard to me. My whole appearance so evi-
dently belied the charge, that every one was in my favour.
Ogle was requestioned, and immediately gave a clue for the
apprehension of Maddox, who, he said, he hoped would swing
by his side. ’

The gaoler came to me the next day, saying, that some of
the magistrates wished to speak with me ; but as I had made
up my mind not to reveal my former life, my only reply was,
¢That I begged they would allow me to have my last
moments to myself.’ I recollected Melchior’s idea of destiny,
and imagined that he was right. ¢It was my destiny,
thought I; and I remained in a state of stupor. The fact
was, that I was very ill; my head was heavy, my brain was on
fire, and the throbbing of my heart could have been perceived
without touching my breast. )

I remained on the mattress all day, and all the next night,
with my face buried in the clothes! I was too ill to raise my
head. On Wednesday morning I felt myself gently pushed
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found myself in possession of a flourishing business, and inde-
pendent. I then requested that I might be allowed to pay an
annual stipend for my board and lodging, commencing from
the time I first came to his house. Mr. Cophagus said I was
right—the terms were easily arranged, and I was independent.

Still my advances with Susannah were slow, but if slow,
they were sure. One day I observed to her, how happy Mr.
Cophagus appeared to be as a married man: her reply was,
‘He is, Japhet: he has worked hard for his independence,
and he is now reaping the fruits of his industry.” That is as
much as to say that I must do the same, thought I, and that
I have no business to propose for a wife, until I am certain
that I am able to provide for her. I have as yet laid up
nothing, and an income is not a capital. I felt that whether
a party interested or not, she was right, and I redoubled my
diligence.

CHAPTER LXV

A variety of the Quaker tribe—Who had a curious disintegration of mind
and body.

I wWAS not yet weaned from the world, but I was fast advanc-
ing to that state, when a very smart young Quaker came on a
visit to Reading. He was introduced to Mr. and Mrs.
Cophagus, and was soon, as'might be expected, an admirer of
Susannah, but he received no encouragement. He was an
idle person, and passed much of his time sitting in my shop,
and talking with me, and being much less reserved and un-
guarded than the generality of the young men of the sect, I
gradually became intimate with him. One day when my
assistant was out he said to me, ¢ Friend Gnow-land, tell me
candidly, hast thou ever seen my face before ?’

¢Not that I can recollect, friend Talbot.

¢ Then my recollection is better than yours, and now having
obtained thy friendship as one of the society, I will remind
thee of our former acquaintance. When thou wert Mr. N-e-w-
land, walking about town with Major Carbonnell, I was
Lieutenant Talbot, of the Dragoon Guards.’
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¢ Well, what did you do ?’

¢Oh, I did nothing! I had a great mind to knock them
down, but as I knew my body would not assist me, I thought
it better to leave it alone. However, they taunted me so, by
calling me fighting Tom, that my uncle shut his door upon me
as a disgrace to the family, saying, he wished the first bullet
had laid me dead—very kind of him ;—at last my patience
was worn out, and I looked about to find whether there were
not some people who did not consider courage as a size gud
non. 1 found that the Quakers’ tenets were against fighting,
and therefore courage could not be necessary, so I have joined
them, and I find that, if not a good soldier, I am, at all events,
a very respectable Quaker ; and now you have the whole of
my story—and tell me if you are of my opinion.’

¢ Why, really it’s a very difficult point to decide. I never
heard such a case of disintegration before. I must think
upon it.

¢ Of course, you will not say a word about it, Newland.’

¢Never fear, I will keep your secret, Talbot. How long
have you worn the dress ?’

¢Oh, more than a year. By the bye, what a nice young
person that Susannah Temple is. I’ve a great mind to propose
for her.

‘But you must first ascertain what your body says to it,
Talbot,’ replied I sternly. ¢I allow no one to interfere with
me, Quaker or not.’

¢ My dear fellow, I beg your pardon, I shall think no more
about her,’ said Talbot, rising up, as he observed that I looked
very fierce. ‘I wish you a good morning. I leave Reading
to-morrow. . I will call on you, and say good-bye, if I can’;
and I saw no more of friend Talbot, whose mind was all
courage, but whose body was so renegade.

CHAPTER LXVI
I fall in with Timothy.

ABOUT a month after this, I heard a sailor with one leg, and a
handful of ballads, singing in a most lachrymal tone,
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Mr. Cophagus — an apothecary’s shop — you dispensing
medicines—and I—as I hope to be—carrying them about
as I did before. Well, I will row in the same boat, and I
will be a Quaker as well as you both.’

‘Well, we will now return, and I will take you to Mr.
Cophagus, who will, I am sure, be glad to see you.’

¢ First, Japhet, let me have some Quaker’s clothes — I
should prefer it.’

‘You shall have a suit of mine, Timothy, since you
wish it; but recollect it is not at all necessary, nor indeed
will it be permitted that you enter into the sect without
preparatory examination as to your fitness for admission.’

I then went to the shop, and sending out the assistant,
walked home and took out a worn suit of clothes, with
which I hastened to Timothy. He put them on in the
shop, and then walking behind the counter, said, ¢This is
my place, and here I shall remain as long as you do.’

‘I hope so, Timothy: as for the one who is with me
at present, I can easily procure him other employment : and
he will not be sorry to go, for he is a married man, and
does not like the confinement.’

‘I have some money,” said Timothy, taking out of his
old clothes a dirty rag, and producing nearly twenty pounds.
‘I am well off, you see.’

‘You are, indeed,’ replied I.

‘Yes, there is nothing like being a sailor with one leg,
singing ballads. Do you know, Japhet, that sometimes I
have taken more than a pgownd a day since I have shammed
the sailor ?’

¢ Not very honestly, Tim.’

¢ Perhaps not, Japhet, but it is very strange, and yet very
true, that when honest I could make nothing, and when I
deceived, I have done very well.’

CHAPTER LXVII

Timothy commences his narrative of his search after Japhet.

I couLD not help calling to mind that the same consequences
as Timothy related in the last chapter had occurred to me
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who art so much my senior. I cannot cavil at opinions
which, if not correct, at least are founded on the holy writings ;
but I have been otherwise instructed.’

‘Then let us drop the argument, Miss Susannah, and
let me tell you, that Japhet wished to resume his Quaker’s
dress, and I would not permit him. If there is any blame,
it is to be laid to me; and it’s no use being angry with an
old man like myself.’

‘I have no right to be angry with any one,’ replied
Susannah.

¢ But you were angry with me, Susannah,’ interrupted I.

‘I cannot say that it was anger, Japhet Newland; I
hardly know what the feeling might have been; but I was
wrong, and I must request thy forgiveness’; and Susannah
held out her hand.

‘Now you must forgive me too, Miss Temple,’ said old
Masterton, and Susannah laughed against her wishes.

The conversation then became general. Mr. Masterton
explained to Mr. Cophagus what he required of him, and
Mr. Cophagus immediately acceded. It was arranged that
he should go to town by the mail the next day. Mr. Masterton
talked a great deal about my father, and gave his character
in its true light, as he considered it would be advantageous
to me so to do. He then entered into conversation upon
a variety of topics, and was certainly very amusing. Susannah
laughed very heartily before the evening was over, and Mr.
Masterton retired to the hotel, for I had resolved to sleep
in my own bed.

I walked home with Mr. Masterton: I then returned to the
house, and found them all in the parlour. Mrs. Cophagus
was expressing her delight at the amusement she had received,
when I entered with a grave face. ¢l wish that I had not
left you,” said I to Mrs. Cophagus; ‘I am afraid to meet my
father ; he will exact the most implicit obedience. What am
I to do? Must not I obey him »’ ’

¢In all things lawful,’ replied Susannah, ‘most certainly,
Japhet.’

¢ In all things lawful, Susannah ! now tell me, in the very -
case of my apparel : Mr. Masterton says, that he never will
permit me to wear the dress. What am I to do ?’

¢ Thou hast thy religion and thy Bible for thy guide, Japhet.
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‘But a parent has claims upon his own son, sir, for which
he is bound to tender his duty.’

¢] grant it, in the ordinary course of things in this life;
but, General De Benyon, what claims have you as a parent
upon me? A son in most cases is indebted to his parents
for their care and attention in infancy—his education—his
religious instruction—his choice of a profession, and his
advancement in life, by their exertions and interest ; and when
they are called away, he has a reasonable expectation of their
leaving him a portion of their substance. They have a heavy
debt of gratitude to pay for what they have received, and

- they are further checked by the hopes of what they may here-
after receive. Up to this time, sir, I have not received the
first, and this day I am told that I need not expect the last.
Allow me to ask you, General De Benyon, upon what grounds
you claim from me a filial duty? certainly not for benefits
received, or for benefits in expectation ; but I feel that I am
intruding, and therefore, sir, once more, with every wish for
your happiness, I take my leave.’

I went out, and had half closed the door after me, when
the general cried out, ¢Stop—don’t go—Japhet—my son—I
was in a passion—I beg your pardon—don’t mind what I said
—I’m a passionate old fool.’

As he uttered this in broken sentences, I returned to him.
He held out his hand. ¢Forgive, me, boy—forgive your
father’ I knelt down and kissed his hand; he drew me
towards him, and I wept upon his bosom.

CHAPTER LXXV

Father still dutifully submissive at home—Abroad, I am splitting a straw
in arguments with Susannah about straw bonnets—The rest of the
chapter contains coquetry, courting, and costumes.

IT was some time before we were sufficiently composed to
enter into conversation, and then I tried my utmost to please
him. Still there was naturally a restraint on both sides, but
I was so particular and devoted in my attentions, so careful of
giving offence, that when he complained of weariness, and a
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replied I. ¢It is too soon yet to talk to him about
marrying ; in fact, the proposal must, if possible, come fi
him. Could not you manage that ?’

¢Yes, I will if I can; but, as you say, wait awhile. H
is their address—you must call to-morrow, if you can ; and
you think you can dine with me on Thursday ?°’

‘Yes, if the general continues improving ; if not, I
send you word.’

The next day I complained of a headache, and said, 1
I would walk out until dinner-time. I hastened to the add
given me by Mr. Masterton, and found that Mr. Copha
and his wife were out, but Susannah remained at ho
After our first questions, I inquired of her how she liked Lond

‘1 am almost afraid to say, Japhet, at least to you;
would only laugh at me.’

¢Not so, Susannah; I never laugh when I know pec
are sincere.’

¢« It appears to me then to be a Vanity Fair.’

¢That there is more vanity in London than in any ot
city, I grant,’ replied I; ¢but recollect, that there are m
people and more wealth. I do not think that there is m
in proportion than in other towns in England, and if ther
more vanity, Susannah, recollect also that there is m
industry, more talent, and I should hope a greater proport
of good and honest people among its multitudes ; there
also, unfortunately, more misery and more crime.

I believe you are right, Japhet. Are you aware that |
Cophagus has put off his plain attire ?’

¢If it grieves you, Susannah, it grieves me also; bu
presume he finds it necessary not to be so remarkable.’

¢For him, I could find some excuse; but what will
say, Japhet, when I tell you that my own sister, born :
bred up to our tenets, hath also much deviated from the dr
of the females of our sect ?’

¢ In what hath she made an alteration ?’

¢She has a bonnet of plaited straw with ribands.’

¢ Of what colour are the ribands ?’

¢Nay, of the same as her dress—of grey.’

¢ Your bonnet, Susannah, is of grey silk; I do not see t
there is vanity in descending to straw, which is a m
homely commodity. But what reason has she given ?’
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¢ That her husband wills it, as he does not like to walk out
with her in her Quaker’s dress.’ N

¢Is it not her duty to obey her husband, even as I obey
my father, Susannah ?—but I am not ashamed to walk out
with you in your dress; so if you have no objection, let me
show you a part of this great city.’ :

Susannah consented : we had often walked together in the
town of Reading: she was evidently pleased at what I said.
I soon escorted her to Oxford Street, from thence down Bond
Street and through all the most frequented parts of the
metropolis. The dress naturally drew upon her the casual
glance of the passengers, but her extreme beauty turned the
glance to an ardent gaze, and long before we had finished our
intended walk, Susannah requested that I would go home.
She was not only annoyed but almost alarmed at the constant
and reiterated scrutiny which she underwent, ascribing it to
her dress, and not to her lovely person. As soon as we
returned I sat down with her.

¢So I understand that Mr. Cophagus intends to reside
altogether in London.’

¢I have not heard so; I understood that it was business
which called him hither for a few weeks. I trust not, for I
shall be unhappy here.’

¢May I ask why?’

‘The people are rude—it is not agreeable to walk
out.’

¢ Recollect, my dear Susannah, that those of your sect are
not so plentiful in London as elsewhere, and if you wear a
dress so different from other people, you must expect that
curiosity will be excited. You cannot blame them—it is you
who make yourself conspicuous, almost saying to the people
by your garment, “Come, and look at me.” I have been
reflecting upon what Mr. Masterton said to you at Reading,
and I do not know whether he was not right in calling it a
garb of pride instead of a garb of humility.’

<If I thought so, Japhet, even I would throw it off,’ replied
Susannah.

‘It certainly is not pleasant that every one should think
that you walk out on purpose to be stared at, yet such is the
ill-natured construction of the world, and they will never
believe otherwise. It is possible, I should think, to dress
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with equal simplicity and neatness, to avoid gay colours, and
yet to dress so as not to excite observation.’

¢I hardly know what to say, but that you all appear against
me, and that sometimes I feel that I am too presumptuous in
thus judging for myself.’

‘I am not against you, Susannah; I know you will do
what you think is right, and I shall respect you for that, even
if 1 disagree with you; but I must say, that if my wife were
to dress in such a way as to attract the public gaze, I should
feel too jealous to approve of it. I do not, therefore, blame
Mr. Cophagus for inducing his pretty wife to make some
alteration in her attire, neither do I blame, but I commend
her for obeying the wishes of her husband. Her beauty is
his, and not common property.’

Susannah did not reply : she appeared very thoughtful.

‘You disagree with me, Susannah,’ said I, after a pause ;
‘I am sorry for it.’

‘I cannot say that I do, Japhet: I have learnt a lesson
this day, and, in future, I must think more humbly of myself,
and be more ruled by the opinions and judgment of others.’

Mr. and Mrs. Cophagus then came in. Cophagus had
resumed his medical coat and waistcoat, but not his pantaloons
or Hessians: his wife, who had a very good taste in dress,
would not allow him. She was in her grey silk gown, but
wore a large handsome shawl, which covered all but the
skirts : on her head she had a Leghorn bonnet, and certainly
looked very pretty. As usual, she was all good-humour and
smiles. I told them that we had been walking out, and that
Susannah had been much annoyed by the staring of the
people.

¢ Always so,’ said Cophagus, ‘never mind—girls like it—
feel pleased—and so on.’

‘You wrong me much, brother Cophagus,’ replied Susannah,
‘it pained me exceedingly.’

¢ All very well to say so—know better—sly puss—will wear
dress—people say, pretty Quaker—and so on.’

Susannah hastily left the room after this attack, and I told
them what had passed.

¢ Mrs. Cophagus,’ said I, ‘order a bonnet and shawl like
yours for her, without telling her, and, perhaps, you will per-
suade her to put them on.’
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Mrs. Cophagus thought the idea excellent and promised to
procure them. Susannah not making her reappearance, I
took leave, and arrived at the hotel in good time for dinner.

~ ¢Japhet,’ said the general to me as we were at table, ¢you
have mentioned Lord Windermear very often, have you called
upon him lately ?°’

¢ No, sir, it is now two years and more since I have seen
him. When I was summoned to town to meet you, I was too
much agitated to think of anything else, and since that I have
had too much pleasure in your company.’

¢ Say rather, my good boy, that you have nursed me so
carefully that you have neglected your friends and your health.
Take my carriage to-morrow, and call upon him, and after
that, you had better drive about a little, for you have been
looking pale these last few days. I hope to get out myself in
a short time, and then we will have plenty of amusement
together in setting up our establishment.’

CHAPTER LXXVI

I renew old ties of friendship, and seek new ones of love—Obliged to take
my father to task once more — He receives his lesson with proper
obedience.

I TOOK the carriage the next day, and drove to Lord Winder-
mear’s. He was at home, and I gave my name to the servant
as Mr. De Benyon. It was the first time that I had made use
of my own name. His lordship was alone when I entered.
He bowed, as if not recognising me, and waved his hand to a
chair.

¢ My lord, I have given my true name, and you treat me
as a perfect stranger. I will mention my former name, and I
trust you will honour me with a recognition. I was Japhet
Newland.’ :

¢ My dear Mr. Newland, you must accept my apology ; but
it is so long since we met, and I did not expect to see you
again. ) .

¢I thought, my lord, that Mr. Masterton had informed you
of what had taken place.’
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‘No; I have just come from a visit to my sisters in West-
moreland, and have received no letters from him.’

‘I have, my lord, at last succeeded in finding out the object
of my mad search, as you were truly pleased to call it, in the
Honourable General De Benyon, lately arrived from the East
Indies.’

¢Where his services are well known,’ added his lordship.
¢ Mr. De Benyon, I congratulate you with all my heart. When
you refused my offers of assistance, and left us all in that mad
way, I certainly despaired of ever seeing you again. I am
glad that you reappear under such fortunate auspices.” Has
your father any family ?’

¢None, my lord, but myself; and my mother died in the
East Indies.’

‘Then, I presume, from what I know at the Board of Con-
trol, that you may mow safely be introduced as a young
gentleman of large fortune ; allow me, at least, to assist your
father in placing you in your proper sphere in society. Where
is your father ?’

¢At present, my lord, he is staying at the Adelphi Hotel,
confined to his room by an accident ; but I trust that in a few
days he will be able to come out.

‘Will you offer my congratulations to him, and tell him,
that if he will allow me, I will have the honour of paying my
respects to him. Will you dine with me on Monday next ?’

I returned my thanks, accepted the invitation, and took my
leave, his lordship saying, as he shook hands with me, ¢You
don’t know how happy this intelligence has made me. 1 trust
that your father and I shall be good friends.’

When I returned to the carriage, as my father had desired
me to take an airing, I thought I might as well have a com-
panion, so I directed them to drive to Mr. Cophagus’s. The
servant knocked, and I went in as soon as the door was
opened. Susannah and Mrs. Cophagus were sitting in the
room.

¢ Susannah,’ said I, ¢I know you do not like to walk out,
so I thought, perhaps, you would have no objection to take an
airing in the carriage : my father has lent it to me. Will you
come ?—it will do you good.’

¢It is very kind of you, Japhet, to think of me ; but ?

‘But what?’ replied Mrs. Cophagus. ¢Surely thou wilt
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their money in superfluities, that the poor may be supported.
Be not deceived, therefore, in future, by the outward garments,
which avail nothing.’

‘You have induced me much to alter my opinions already,
Japhet ; so has that pleasant friend of thine, Mr. Masterton,
who has twice called since we have been in London ; but is it
not time that we should return ?’

¢It is indeed later than I thought it was, Susannah,’ replied
I, looking at my watch, ‘and I am afraid that my father will
be impatient for my return. I will order them to drive home.’

As we drove along, leaning against the back of the carriage,
my hand happened to touch that of Susannah, which lay beside
her on the cushion; I could not resist taking it in mine,
and it was not withdrawn. What my thoughts were, the
reader may imagine: Susannah’s I cannot acquaint him
with; but in that position we remained in silence until the
carriage stopped at Cophagus’s door. I handed Susannah
out of the carriage, and went upstairs for a few moments.
Mrs. Cophagus and her husband were out.

¢ Susannah, this is very kind of you, and I return you my
thanks. I never felt more happy than when seated with you
in that carriage.

‘I have received both amusement and instruction, Japhet,
and ought to thank you. Do you know what passed in my
. mind at one time ?’

¢ No—tell me.’

‘When I first knew you, and you came among us, I
was, as it were, the guide, a presumptuous one perhaps to
you, and you listened to me; now it is reversed—now that
we are removed and in the world, it is you that are the guide,
and it is I who listen and obey.’

‘Because, Susannah, when we first met I was much in
error, and had thought too little of serious things, and you
were fit to be my guide ; now we are mixing in the world,
with which I am better acquainted than yourself. You
then corrected me, when I was wrong: I now point out to
you where you are not rightly informed : but, Susannah, what
you have learnt of me is as nought compared with the
valuable precepts which I gained from your lips— precepts
which, I trust, no collision with the world will ever make
me forget.
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died content with you. Will you not listen to me now, or
do you reject me ?’

I put my arm round her waist, her head fell upon my
shoulder, and she burst into tears. ¢Speak, dearest, this
suspense is torture to me,’ continued I.

¢I do love you, Japhet’ replied she at last, looking
fondly at me through her tears; ‘but I know not whether
this earthly love may not have weakened my affection to-
wards Heaven. If so, may God pardon me, for I cannot
help it

After this avowal, for a few minutes, which appeared
seconds, we were in each other's arms, when Susannah dis-
engaged herself.

¢ Dearest Japhet, thy father will be much dlspleased ?

‘I cannot help it replied I —¢I shall submit to his
displeasure.’

¢ Nay, but, Japhet, why risk thy father’s wrath ?’

¢Well, then,’ replied I, attempting to reach her lips, ‘I
will go.’

¢Nay, nay—indeed, Japhet, you exact too much—it is
not seemly.’

¢Then I won’t go.’

¢ Recollect about thy father.

¢It is you who detain me, Susannah.’

‘I must not injure thee with thy father, Japhet, it were
no proof of my affection—but, indeed, you are self-willed.’

¢God bless you, Susannah,’ said I, as I gained the
contested point, and hastened to the carriage.

My father was a little out of humour when I returned,
and questioned me rather sharply as to where I had been.
I half pacified him by delivering Lord Windermear’s polite
message ; but he continued his interrogations : and although
I had pointed out to him that a De Benyon would never
be guilty of an untruth, I am afraid I told some half-dozen
on this occasion; but I consoled myself with the reflection,
that, in the code of honour of a fashionable man, he is
bound, if necessary, to tell falsehoods where a lady is con-
cerned ; so I said I had driven through the streets looking
at the houses, and had twice stopped and had gone in to
examine them. My father supposed that I had been looking
out for a house for him, and was satisfied. Fortunately they
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were job horses; had they been his own I should
been in a severe scrape. Horses are the only part ¢
establishment for which the gentlemen have any consi
tion, and on which ladies have no mercy.

I had promised the next day to dine with Mr. Maste
My father had taken a great aversion to this old gentle
until 1 had narrated the events of my life, in whicl
had played such a conspicuous and friendly part. The
do my father justice, his heart warmed towards him.

¢My dear sir, I have promised to dine out to-day.’

¢ With whom, Japhet ?’

¢ Whyj, sir, to tell you the truth, with that “old thi
a lawyer.”’

¢I am very much shocked at your using such an expre:
towards one who has been such a sincere friend, Jap
and you will oblige me, sir, by not doing so again in
presence.’

¢I really beg your pardon, general’ replied I, ‘b
thought to please you.

¢Please me! what do you think of me? please me,
by showing yourself ungrateful !—I am ashamed of you, s

¢My dear father, I borrowed the expression from
You called Mr. Masterton “an old thief of a lawyer” t
face : he complained to me of the language before I
the pleasure of meeting you. I feel, and always shall
the highest respect, love, and gratitude towards him. I
I your permission to go ?’

‘Yes, Japhet,’ replied my father, looking very grave,
do me the favour to apologise for me to Mr. Mastertor
my having used such an expression in my unfortunate wa;
of temper—I am ashamed of myself.’

¢My dearest father, no man need be ashamed who i
ready to make honourable reparation:—we are all a
out of temper at times.’

¢You have been a kind friend to me, Japhet, as we
a good son,’ replied my father, with some emotion. <[
forget the apology at all events: I shall be unhappy
it be made.’

384






















































Printed by R. & R. CLARK, Liutep, Edinburgh.

oy

——e
DALY o






















